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dian 'suwaree, brought through Persia into Arabia cen-
turies ago for breeding purposes, but the Arab himself in-
sists they are indigenous.

When Mitkhal gathered that I was at least as eager to
go riding on a real racing camel as a Dervish is to be
carried on angel wings to paradise, he offered me in
princely fashion the choice of his entire flock. With his
help, I selected a female named Chrallah, gentle, he told
me, and smooth of gait, but almost as swift as his own
"Little Whirlwind/' She was mine in reality. It was
not MitkhaPs fault that I couldn't bring her home with
me. But I still keep, for memory's sake, Chrallah's
bright-colored and betasseled saddlebag, the dagger pre-
sented me by black Mansour, and for the sake of other
memories, certain silver anklets with tiny tinkling bells,
and a pair of silver armlets that make the heaviest of
the fashionable "slave-bracelets" on the Avenue seem
like fragile, masquerading toys.

I had once or twice suffered the usual unpleasant ex-
periences of the unhappy amateur camel-rider. But now,
with a finely trained, gaited racer and the benefit of
MitkhaFs careful instruction, it was a wholly different
story*

I learned that the long wooden saddle-pommels, front
and back, like heavy, sawed-off, broomsticks, were not
designed primarily for piercing the stomachs and breaking
the backbones of unbelievers, but had more reasonable
uses. The correct seat, as Mitkhal instructed me, was
"side-saddle/* on the broad, rug-covered wooden frame,
with front pommel held firmly in the bend of right leg?
and right instep locked loosely under the left heel. The
rear pommel, which never jabbed into the back if one sat